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BABRYMOIIB In

ETHEL at th Emplro Theatr
of tbe theatrical sensa-

tions of tbe hour. "Declaswo" to Uw

of Zoe Aklna. tho St. Inula poet
and playnrrlcht, and aside from the
ojvportunltylt affords Miss B&rrymore,
Its fresh humor and lt exceptional
English place It hleb In contemporane-
ous American drama,

Miss Aklna evidently does not
In wasting an audience's time

and trying Its patience with a first aot
filled with explanations as to the
whys and. Wherefores. Before the cur-tai-n

has been up five, minutes on the
first act of "Declassee" she has
plunrcd" Info' the very midst of her
'story. Tho scone Is a London draw-
ing room at the house of Sir Bruce
JIadcn, Whose appreciative monarch
has conferred knighthood upon him
ns a reward; for i"1 his success as a
butcher. It Is quickly apparent that

i the curtain has gorio up Just a muV
uto or so too Into to let thu audience!
witness what rriust have beon a very
exciting atd not altogether pleasant
aomcsuc storm, Tne party, wnicn oe- -

Helen lla&en, 'ncludes Sir Emmett
Wlldtrlng, a diplomat; Lady IViWor-in- a.

his wife; Charlotte Aihley, a pop-ul- ai

actress; llarry Chartcrls all'J
close friends of Lady Helen ani two
Amtrlcans, Edward Thayer and 3fr.
Leslie, social proteges of Laily Helen,
have been "playing bridge; It develops
that Sir .Uruce, who has been drink-
ing and is possibly a bit jealous of
young Thayer on account of Lady
Helen's marked friendship for him, has
rudely accused tho, American of cheat-
ing' .and ordered him from the. house.
Lady Helen has sprung to her pro-

tege's defence and declared that If he
leaves the house she will go too. Her
friends are doing everything In their
power to, prevent anything so scan-
dalous. Vhen the curtain rises the
room, .is empty .except for Charterli,
who Is playing the piano listlessly.
Sir Ernmett Is talking to. Sir Bruce In
an adjoining room, while Mrs. Leslie
la reasoning with Thayer across the
hall. Lady. W.Uderlno and Urt. Ash-
ley, are qpstalra with Lady Helen.
Lady Wltdcrlnp returns and reports
that the situation Is awful and that
she has. left ifrs. Ashley irylng to talk
some senso Into Lady Helen. Airs.
Leslla enters next. She thinks sho'll
K0 and not return. Oharteris re-

marks that she ought not to be 'so
ready to desert the first friend she had
in London. Then comes Mrs. Ashley.

"06 up and talk to Helen,"- she
says. "She's begun- to laugh now and
blamo tho now cook for Sir Brni&s
temper. It seems that he's always
expected to got Into ono whoncver i

the fish Is cooked too long or the rhut- - i

ton not long enough. And both hap-
pened

She wonders why Lady Helen
doesn't leave Sir Uruce.

"But. there's nothing, nothing nt all,
that Helen could do," retorts Ohar-tort- s.

"There's nobody Who lias tho
right to gl'vo her .anything and she
doesn't know and will never loom
the difference between a pound and a
shilling. .

"Oh. she' knows that a pound is
something you give the head wattor
and a shilling. Is something you give
the taxl'drlver, says Jfr. Ashley.

- "Helen thinks that is what real money
itja for ta;tlp people, jrith."

"meyj ay she ii ;the most extrava-ga- nf

woman In London " remarks
Jfrt. Lellj.

"In the world, probably," Interrupts
.Ifr. Ashley. ' .

And when Jfr. Lcilie suggests tliat
a divorco would be the proper rem-
edy,, the English wqinon. Inform her
that such a thing Is Impossible in
England.

Chnrtcrit goes away to ,talkrto Lady
Hen and Mrs. Ltslta wonders If he
Isn't In love with, his hostess. "Of
course," says Lady Wittering, "every-
one knows' Ije is." . "Yes," adds Mri.
Ashley, "hopelessly,. wonderfully,

' beautifully Id love all Ids
lire."

Then Jfr. 7e?llo goes to fetch '
Tlmycr, who promises to bo good and
rrii po nore trouble. Sir r.ruca and

1

tr hnmctl como In, and finally iotlvtr 'at licrself enters, .smiling and fuU
of easy, gracious nonsense Sho has
Junt had her tortuna told, sho UUa

t y lb. jva

it ' u t
"11. . '.-- - -

-- v

some sort of spectacular doom for her.
"I never believe doctors and I never

believ lawyers," sho says, "but I al-

ways believe fortuno tellers."
"Yes. you would," remarks her hus-

band, "being ono of the mad VarvickH."
Lady Helen (with a laugh) The

mad Varvlcks will soon trouble the
world no longer. (Turning to Mrs.

Jtcsllo and Thayer.) I suppose you
don't know-abou- t tho mad Varvlcks?
.There was once quite a lot of us and
now I'm tne oruy one icxi. we were
very gay about. 600 years ago, but
even then we were a little mad, too, I
suppose. And we kept on being gay
and mad through some of the soberest
days that England has ever known.
Sometimes we lost our heads; some-
times wo went to house parties In the
Tower; sometimes we hunted with the
King and know all tho secrets of the
Queen. But tboro never was a battle
fought for Eneland, by land or sea. In
which some Varvlck did not offor hU
gay, mad llfo. Perhaps that's how wo
got the habit of dying. WVvo always
died I think wtAro rather liked dying '

Just as we've always liked our I

ghosts and our debts and our hrredl
tary gout and our scandals and our ,

troubadors and our fortune telling
gypslea and even our white sheep.
We do admit to an occasional white
sheep in the family one every cen-
tury or so."

And then, suddenly, the servants
having left the room, she turns upon
her husband and .demands peremp-
torily that he apologize to Thayer.
Sir Bruca demurs and there la an-

other scene Lady Helm starts to
leave the room again and at last Sir
Bruce yields and offers a humble
apology to the American.

That settled, tho members of the
parties go off into adjoining rooms to
resume their Interrupted gomes. Lady
Helen is all gayoty again gay with
Just a touch of sadness perhaps. To
Lady Wllderlnp she remarks that she
's glad Sir Uruce apologized as he did.

"It's not supremely Jolly to bo mar-
ried to Bruce," she says, "but I don't
know what I'd do if ho threw mo
over or I had to throw him over. Run
a hat shop or spmothlng, I suppose-tho- ugh

every tlmo I'vd run anything
even a booth in a bazaar I'vo man
aged In some mystorloua way to bo in
debt to somebody us a result. No, I'd
bavo no luck with hat shops and
things of that sort. It would bo easier
to sell a pearl every day or two
mtil they were all gone "

Mrq. Auhlcy Yes, and then.?
Lady Helen (with a shudder and a

smlla) Thon? I suppose I'd bocomo
declassco in tune.

At last Lady Helen and Thayer aro
left alono on tho scene.

Lady Helen I'm so sorry about to-

night
Thayer I'm sorry too, but I couldn't

help it
Lady Helen I know .you couldn't.

Thero's nothing nothing at all too
dreadful for my husband to say when
ho'a Avhen he's jealous or In a bad
mood.

Thayer (unhappily) I suppose at i

least according to the tales one hears
lio's had occasion to bo jealous a great
many times. .

Lad' Helen (with a laugh, yot
grave) He's thought so. Hut I think
ho's learned a lesson

Thayer You were to wonderful. If
I didn't know better I could almost
have thought that you really cared for
me.

Lady Helen What I said In your
Minlf ht I would havo Mid, fx- -
nctly as I told my husband, In behalf
Of any stranser In the same .iltuatlon.

I

Thayer- - Ch!
Iidy Helen But It wouldn't havo

me-Vh- zo much to" me, of counr. If It
had not boon some ono I cared for.

Thayvr (douMfuHr)iioek here do
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Lady 'Helen You know.
Thayer I wish I di4 know.
Lady Helen If you don't know If

you really don't -- know why bother
about it?

Thayer One shouldn't bother about
It You aro right After all. I'm Just
an Incident In your life Just some one
who happened to Interest you for a
month or o one spring out of all the
other springs. Last year It "was some
one else, and noxt year It will be an-

other; and after that another.
Lady Helen So you don't mean to

lot voUrself caro onb little bit more
about mo than you think I caro about
you, do you, Ned? (He does not an-,w-

She continues lightly.) You
think you are Just- - one. of my cap
rices, .don't you? (He still dooa not
answer. "Again her"tone Is light liMt

very tender.) I suppose, after all, there
was some one whom you thought you
cared for last spring nd the spring
before. And surely there will be some
one this time noxt year. And perhaps
that some one will be the right ono
and she'll have all the other spring
times as well. I hope so. And I hope
that she will have a very firm hand

for she will need it with you. ray
dear; and a very tender heart, for she
will need that too; and a very wlso
head you're not very wise yourself,
you know. And I hope that she will
bo young and lovely and that you will
be always vory ' happy together and
very, very sad apart as long as both
of you live.

Thayer That's a strange way to'
talk.

Lady Helen Poor Ned I Hasnt
any ono over wanted you to bo happy
before?-

Thayer-N-ot any one who pretended
to bo In lovo with me.

Lady Helen Lovo la something that
not many of us know much about I
don't pretend to know myself and
I'vo novcr pretended to lovo you, Ned.
I'm afraid of tho very word. Lovo!
It's a word I'vo never used to any
ono.

t
Thayer But only a wcok ago oh,

I don't understand" you'.
Lady Helen My dear, your aro stu-

pid.
Thayer You wrote mo such won-

derful letters from the country. Is It
stupid to think you cared for me when
you wroto tbcm?.

Lady Holon No, f don't think the
stupidest person would doubt that I
cared for you when I wrote them.

But she sees It Is hopeless. Sho
can not make him understand. So at
last sho urges him to loavo London
to pi out to South Africa, as he had
talked 6f doing. No, ho won't do that
He finds London ai. Jolly pldco and ho's
going to stay. Resides ho has liad
soma business! offers.'

Lady Helon From Mr. Rudolph
Solomon?

Thayer--H- e .was one, yes. Ho's a
big man In America.

Lady Helen But rather lonely In
London.

Then ho tells her of how hn nnco
went to Alnftkn, of how ho sufforf-- '

there. No, no mora of that for him.
So sho gives It up. Only thr warns
lt..lt ilML tUU CMl i.U ii.Hi1 (li illlTl
in the futurtv-an- d they go into- the
other room for thrlr gamo.

Tho room Is In darkness for n mo-
ment to Indicate that an houc has
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, and Jfr. Leslie hurries on, closely fol-

lowed by CAartiTi, who warns her to
wait Lady Helen comos next nn.l
Thayer enters last his head hanging.

Lady Helen Harry, it was abso-
lutely undeniable, wasn't It?

Charter! s Absolutely.
Lady Helen (looking from Thayer to

Mrs. Leslie) You fools! Fools I God
knows why you should havo done It a
second time! You must bo Insane. Or
has dlshonestv becomo such a habit
with you that you find it Impossible
not to cheat whon you can?

Mrs. Leslie attempts to speak, but
Lady Helen silences her and tells her
to go. Thayer starts to follow.

Lady Helep Not, yet
Thayer There's nothing I can say

now except that I'm sorry.
Lady Helen You must say that to

my husband.
Thayer To your husband?
Lady Helen Tes. He said It to you.

You must say it to him.
Thayer You mean to tell him?
Lady Holen Of. course.
Thayer You wont
Lady Helen I will.
He pleads his Ufa wont be worth

living If everybody knows and Sir
Bruce will tell.

Lady Helen Is that all? Have you
never heard of fair play? Well, turn
about Is fair play. It's my husband's
turn now.

Thayer You don't dare.
Lady Helen I don't daro? Daro

what? Admit that ho was right and I
was wrong?

Thayer You said that if
he kicked me out of this house you'd
go out of It, too, forever. Very well.
I say that If ho kicks me out you will
go out of It, too, forever.

Lady Helen looks at him In amaze-
ment Ho explains. He has her let-

ters. If she tells on him ho'll tell on
her give hor husband her letters.

Lady Helen turns from him In dis-
gust and asks Ohartcrls- - to tell tho
others to como In. And as tho curtain
falls she begins to tell her husband.

It Is two years Inter when the cur-
tain rises on tho second act. Tho
scene Is tho lounge. of a Now York
hotel at tea tlmo. At a tablo In tho
foreground are seated Sir Emmett
Wlldcring, Ijidy Wtldertng and ilfr.
Ashley, The nudlonco learns from
tho conversation of this' and othei
parties at nearby tablos that Sir Em-

mett has como to America as tho
British Ambassador and that Mrs.
Ashley is playing in New York. Lady
nclcn appears for a moment In tho
background and asks tho head waiter
to keep a tablo for her sho Is expect
ing guests. Sho docs not see her
former friends nor do they sco her.
Other tea drinkers recognize hor and
remark that sho has becomo so
declassee that she Is living by her
wits.

Tho WlWcrlnffs and Jfrs. Ashley
speak of her wonder what has be-

como of her slnco her husband
divorced her recall tho night she ex-

posed Thayer nnd he gavo her letters
to Sir Bmcfl and then disappeared
completely. Zclllto. a Spanish dancer,
nnd Alice Vance, tho star of a Broad-
way muslcnl comedy and tho sweet-
heart of Hvdulph "atonon, the multi-
millionaire, who linn just spent two
millions on a new house, enter and
tako scats at the tablo reserved for
Lady Helen. Solomon soon follows
M mmm U Mm
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Ohartcris hurries In and seats himself
with tho tVilderinffs. He has just seen
Lady Helen outside In a telophono
booth. She enters arid Chart erti goes
up to hor.

Her Joy at seeing hor old friends
Is evident and she chatters gayly
about all sorts of things. There Is a
torch of sadness back of It all, though,
Sho tells them that sho must go to
her guosts who aro waiting for her.
Sho has the threo wonderful Waltons,
Croatian acrobats, whoso only Im-

morality Is cream-puff- s, coming to tea.
Tht others ore Zclllto, who used to
tell fortunes nt her bazaars In London,
but who refuses to tell hers any mora
for soma reason; and Alice Voaoo, "a
Broadway celebrity In musical comedy,
but she has a real voice;" and Ru
dolph Solomon, "the American rival
of tho British Museum." The 1P1-- I
tons arrive and she goes to Join her

J own party.
After some amusing conversation,

tho others all depart leaving Lady
Helen and Solomon alono togother.

Solomon You're very childlike.
Lady Helm.

Lady Helon Is that why you ar
looking at mo so otomly? Are you
thinking that I'vo got my frock very
soiled?

Solomon I'm thinking that you'vo
run very hard and played vory rook-lossl- y.

Sho admits that she has and she
rambles on, brightly, as he watches
hai thoughtfully.

Lady Holen Now, what aro you
thinking of, my friend?

Solomon I was thinking of a shoot-
ing star, Lady Helen a star that I
saw onco fall from the sky Into that
dark gardon of water that lies

New York and the outer ocean.
I was a nowsboy and I had sold all
my papers. I was lying on the grass
In Battery Park because It was bet-

ter than going to the placo that I
called homo. I was half asleep whon
I saw tho lightning of tho shootlnc
star.

Lndy Holen (as ho nausos for a
moment) And now what aro you
thinking of7

Ho refers to a remark she has made
previously about tho beauty of tho
stars on tho South Seas. Ho thinks
there are hotter things In life. She
nsks what Is better.

Solomon rurpose. The progress of
one's, spirit upon a pilgrimage of
nohlevemont the building of ono'o
lift nftor tho plan of ono's dreams.
When tho grns of Battery Park was
my bed. an oarl was as logendary to
mo aa the Santa Claus that drovo his
reindeers down thji chimneys of to

ch'ldrcn at Christmas time. An
carl's daughter was ns remote as tho
farthost star In tho darkness of tho
night Tot hero wo are, Lady Holen
you and I,

Lady Helen Yes, hero wo arc
you nnd I.

Solomon I suppose that I seem to
i you vory conscious of all that I have

got from life. Well, I am conscious
of !t Il'a a great satisfaction to have
got what ono hns wanted. And I've
not stopped, you know, at getting
money. I'vo gono on. I know tho
world and its finest things Us cltlctf,
Its music, Its literature and all Its
games. I'vo thrust my hands Into tho
past and touched history. In my
house thero are marbles and swords
and fans memoirs Of popes and em-
perors and warriors and queens nnd
Immortal courtesans. And I'vo touched
tho futuro, too. My money Is hullil-lu- g

projects that will benefit genera-
tions not yet born.

Lady Helen -- It's power that you
really wanted and havo got. Isn't It?

Solomon rowtrand tho flavor of
llfo nt Its rarest And to know that
thoro Is oae thing mora that I must

Lady Holen But I'm no longer a
sufficiently precious object for tho
golden cabinet of your vory success
ful llfo.

Solomon But I want you.
Lady Helen That's rather ambig-

uous.
Solomon I want an ambiguous

.thing romanco.
Ho pleads his causo woll and Lady

Helen hoaltates, but In the end shu
refuse hl. aihblguous offer--

Lady Helen And I really like you
very much. And It's a temptation.
too, to think of the sheer decency of
having enough money again for one's
wl.lms which seem so much morfl Im-

portant somehow, than one's needs.
But it isn't qulto cricket according to
my topsy-turv- y ethics, to take away
another woman's lover though I sup-
pose I wouldn't hosltnte if you were
her husband. Alice loves you and
thero's something about love true
love that's very touching to me
something at which even I cannot
smile.

Solomon You must havo been vory
much In (ovo once.

Lady Helen I was.
Solomon And you must have been

very much hurt
Lady Helen I was.
Solomon And then what hap-

pened?
Lady Helen I ran very hard and

played very recklesily and fell down
ana soiled my rrock ana cut my
hands and cried a little and laughed a
little That's all.

dolomon Didn't he care for you?
Lady Helen Not the least bit In

the world. He cheated at cards. I
couldn't bear that ,

Solomon I understand. That ended
It, of course.

f.ady Holon It should have, but It
didn't That's all.

It was long ago, she tells him,
and she no longer thinks of the man
now, but sho could never kill some-
thing In another woman's heart that
might be as beautiful ns the thing that
life killed In 'hor own.

He reminds her that sho has prom-lie- d

to dine at his new house a woek
from that night and ho tells hor that
oomo day they will say moro to each
othor.' "For you and mo," ho remarks, "wo
have, each of us, something of the

technique of magnifi-
cence."

Ho goes, leaving Jter with her bill
to pay. Sho nsks her waiter for a
pencil and stnrts to sign the slip,
when sho notices tho man whispering
to tho head-waite- r. .She calls the lat-

ter to her nnd asks him kindly how
ho likes It hero In America. Then
slipping a ring off her finger and
around the chcok which sho has rolled
up, sho holds It out to him.

JI'U ask you, Jean." she says, "to
give my waiter a tip for mo."

"Certainly, my lady,

Sho mlles at him and walks proudly

Ijjoox.'P'k eTouanoN
(CLAUD'S K!N5)

law huuen Haw

Charteris Tou don't mean to say
that you went?

Lady Helen Oh, yes. And I bad!
one of tbe most amusing evenings of
my life. I danced until 6 o'clook in
the morning and got d prize,

Charteris A prize?
Lady Heleji Yes, for dancing longer

than any other woman in the room.
I danced for six hours and woro out
three partners.

Then Charteris tells, her of his great
love for her.

"I can't really afford you," he says,
"only I can't bear to see you drifting
llko this. You're like a lost child in
an uncaring crowd."

He knows that she Is selling her
Jowels. What will sho do whon the
last pearl Is gone?

"Harrti," she says, "I'vo a very great,
very pure affection for you, but If I
woro your mother I wouldn't let you
marry mo. Sumo men could afford
my extravagance and copo with my
recklessness, perhaps. I thought
Bruce was one of them, but not you,
my dear,"

"If Rudolph Solomon Is ono," ex
claims Cliartcrls, "then in God's name
marry him I But don't drift"

They drink a solf-m- toast to Eng-
land as Solomon returns to the room.
OJmrtcrts goes to Join the others and
Solomon reminds Lady Helen of the
proposal ho made to her at the hotel.
The reason she gavo for refusing to
accept It then no longer exists. Alice
Vance Is leaving him going to
Europe. Now will she listen to him?
He has thought of her only for months
He recalls the tlmo when she used1 to
como to luncheon with him in Lon-
don and always forgot his name.

Lady Helen I have always been
stupid about names.

Solomon (gravely) Particularly
about your own. But if mine were
yours" would you be as careless of It
as you have been of your own?
Would you, I wonder?

Lady Helen If your name were
mine? Are you asking me to marry
you?

Solomon I want to ask you to
marry me, but I'm very proud of my
name, Helen. That may seem a little
silly to one whose ancestors havo
written themselves down, generation
after generation, in the history of
England. But I am proud of it. And
it hurts mo to give it Into the keeping
'of one who has already been so care-
less of the traditions and glories about
her own as you.

Lady Helen This is a strange
wooing.

Solomon Yes. it Is a strango woo-
ing, indeed. Hut what aro you. any-
way, Helen f A mother who never
had a child? An "artist without .a
talent? A courtesan born to tho pur-
ple? What aro you?

Lady Helon (simply) It doesn't
matter.

Solomon Rut It does matter. I lovo
you. You belong here In my house.

Ho speaks ngaln of tho former love
she has told him of. She protects that
that is past and done with.

Solomon Do you caro for mo? Will
you marry mo?

Lady Helen I I llko you. I'vo
great respect for you. What I might
come to feel for you I don't know. I
can see how llfo with you would bo
very easy very easy and beautiful.
And you know that If you want to
marry mo I should be mad It I re-
fused.

Solomon You will be good, won't
you? You're so reckless like a wind.
Bu' 'u nL you?

out as tho curt.Un falls. '
"K um """o B"U

ale?
Th. third and final act takes place , Lady Hclcn-- I'll take care. I prom-- a
wek later in the magnificent homo , fcc. III bo good. I'll be qulto a ro-

of Hudolph Solomon. Lady nolen Is In 'nrmod character. Rudolph, if you talkher element showing hor friends tho to mo llko thatbeautiful works of art that her host! site leaves him then and otherhas gathered. Tho miderings, Mrs. guests como and go. Suddenly Thayer
Ashley and OhartcHs are all there !a announced. He has been In Africa
come, as she says, "to send her stock ; and has mado his fortune. Solomonup so high that Rudolph Solomon will welcomes him and tells him he will
wont to marry her." Thero is one know at least one of his guests Lady
painting that pleases her especially, nclen Baden. And ho adds that ho Is
a portrait of her own great-grea- t- ,0on to mako hor his wife,
grandmother. It gives hor a warm still another unexpected guost

feeling lo see that picture rives Mrs. Leslie. Shn Is very rudo
on that wall. Sho has a gay little to Lady Helen and Solomon Informs
talk with Chartr.rts in which shn tells her that "M" 1" Insult'ng his wife to
him how one evening she wanted . to b. Then Charteris. wl!o Is present,
danco and sho went to a placo "Tho InMsts that Jfrs. Leslie must apologize
Garden of Eden" that sho had heard to Lady Helen, and recalls tho fact
of where "you bought n ticket and. that 'sho onco cheated at cards, lfrj.st a partasr wltfc lU. kLtsMt, awh if- -''

tho same time lays the whole bluti

for that Incident on "Lady Belni
friend, Nei- - Thaytrf

Solomon knows then at last who tit
man Is that Lady Helen once loved-t- llj

loves, he feels sure. And Thup
!s there) Hard as It Is for him to da,

he knows thero Is only one thing for

htm to do., And ho does It. Be tolls

Locly Helen that It would be a mlst&M

for them to marry. There is soma on

In the housa who can tell her why

better than he can, He begs her to

wait and hurries from the room.
Lady Helen lingers for a moment,

but the disappointment Is too great for

her and she leaves the room by bns

door as Thayer enters by another.
There is an accident Lady Helen,

as she crosses the street, !s struck by

a motor car and they bring her back

Into tho house, dying. Thayer comas

to her then. He's come back a maa

for her, he tells her.
And tho race of tho mod Varvicta

Is ended.

WHEN PEGGY WOOD BOSSED.

tho yesteryear of her childhood

IN they called her "Rosebud Peggy.'

That was ' In Brooklyn when

the blond Utile daughter of Eugcw
Wood so Impressed her neighbor!
with the Dresden delicacy of her

loveliness and tho gentle charm of

her manner that some such nlcknanu
was Inevitable. Doubtlosa It has sora

thing to do with the tender memorf
in which Miss Wood holds hor birth-

place and ber Indifference to th

pleasantries which George V. Hobart

directs against this section of Groattf
New York In "Buddies," the new com-

edy for which B. C. Hllllam has wri-

tten tho music In which Mlaa Wood U

one of the stars In tho Selwya

Theatre,
Now there was one ambition nhlcl

little Peggy cherished more than any

other whon, as a very little girl, folM

were attracted by the clarity and

beauty of her soprano voice. Sit
didn't care a single taffy stick about

becoming a trained nurse, or a teacher,

or even an actress, the way hq- - well

regulated little girl neighbors did. Shi

wanted to bo a prima donna, and tin
easiest Tvay to make her dream com

true seemed to ber through the o-

rganization of an opera company cl

her own, which she could coach an!
boss and In which she could give her-sl- f

the prima donna roles. So "Ros-
ebud Peggy" became an Imprcssarl
who was beeet by many trouble?.

a voice trainer, coach, composer,

producer and prima donna nil a once

presented many serious troiiblfs to the

little Brooklyn girl. Kspedally when

her company was temperamental, M

a regular honest-to-gooutu- n oper

company Is bound to be. you know. In

order to deserve the name P'Sgy''
company was compewd of a!l tht
neighborhood children, be It under-

stood, and never in all tin worM vrai

there such a musical organisation
when It came to squrollns ar! roar
ing and yelling nnd howllnr in an
fort to emulate Galll-Cur- and

There was ono little lass who
Peggy mora trouble than a'' u-

had every quallllcatl' . ' a prlm

donna except a voice At 8l9

couldn't bo prrsuadctl " vecsl

ability wa pt all necessarv i lavlitf

tho leading roles, so sho bt- an n cam-

paign among tho other bny arid girli

to organize a strike. Sho ' ' ,ht"J
that Peggy was a "selfish r"
that she hadn't any voic-- cnywai't

and mado disagreeable rctnir!'' "'he-- j

Peggy's clear, sweet soprar-- floated

abovo all the rest the ono narnonlom
note In tho medley of alscru
lng herself unable to turn th othe'

children against Pectry t ft
own disloyalty, thlHyouiiTti.-- ' .erre-- .

sorted Kor th c.' I1

cents' worth of peanut .orv

pany of children flnnlly (

roctor that sho could ko '

opora alono. They said t she wss

"a vory horrid little Kir .pd 't!
thoy would havo a comri ' tht

own.
"Bosebud Peggy" dc 1 ' it

1
tlmo to act and act she ' r-t-

vengeanco. Her methods "'" r. fdSTC

' irt'J-,o-are still a socret between
nato little ngltitor n-- i 1

but whatever thoy tver

effective, for th
.tied

malncd Intact with tl x

nf tljn would txi prima don
rs-- 1

i'ejcr'
homo crying; but even
rival had the last word, ftr
back betw-t-- r jobs:

"You lnt a rosobud. You'


